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Might ever unburning any while bide,

Live out through the deep for the flame of the

drake.

Out then from his breast, for as bollen as was he,
Let the Weder-Geats'  chief the words be out

faring;                                                            2550

The stout-hearted storm'd and the stave of him

enter'd

Battle-bright sounding in under the hoar stone.
Then uproused was hate, and the hoard-warden

wotted
The speech of man's word, and no more while

there was

Friendship to fetch.    Then forth came there first
The breath of the evil beast out from the stone,
The hot sweat  of battle, and dinn'd then the

earth.
The warrior beneath the burg swung up his

war-round

Against that grisly guest, the lord of the Geats;
Then the heart of the ring-bow'd grew eager

therewith                                                        2560

To seek to the strife.    His sword ere had he

drawn,

That good lord of the battle, the leaving of old,
The undull of edges: there was unto either
Of the bale-minded ones the fear of the other.